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have heard even more terrifying stories about us than we had heard
of them.
" Oliver," Buell said, " those Hessians don't look 'extra bright to
me. I got a notion I could do real well for us if I stayed around 'em
a few days." He went to one of them, drew a forty-dollar note from
his pocket, held it before the Hessian's startled eyes and raised four
fingers. " Four shillings," he said with exaggerated distinctness.
" Forty dollars, four shillings."
The Hessian just stared at him ; and others of his comrades
stopped to peer open-mouthed at the forty-dollar note.
An officer appeared from nowhere to strike the soldier sharply
across the back with a cane, and shout gutturally.
When the boy shied away, Buell caught him by the wrist and put.
the forty-dollar note in his hand.  When we went on, all the Hessians,
officer and men alike, looked over their shoulders at us as at some-
thing dangerous.
" By God, Oliver," Buell whispered, " did you see that boy's face
when the officer hit him ? Why, he didn't mind being hit! He was
just a little ashamed of being caught talking to us ! "
TJie beach and the grassy meadows at the end of the bay were a
turmoil of British light infantrymen and troops of cavalry. Cavalry-
men pushed and hauled their horses off the flatboats that had brought
them ashore. Horses squealed with terror ; plunged off the boats in
showers of spray ; swam to shore with laid-back ears and staring
eyes ; shook themselves on the beach ; rolled on the grass ; while
sweating light infantrymen scuttled cursing among them, forming
themselves into companies.
Between the Hessians and the light infantrymen, on rising ground,
was a platform built of .planks laid upon a score of beer kegs. On the
platform stood a sort of desk, also made of planks on beer kegs ; and
at the desk, watching the troops that poured unendingly' ashore, was
handsome young Lord Percy. Close to him, on the platform and all
around it, were aides with maps, uniformed clerks with open note-
books and eager officers all smiles and good nature, as men are when
embarking pn an adventure that offers them certain success and
possible fame.
Among the throng was Captain Cunningham, his red face bent
over a map ; and when I pushed through the crowd and reported
myself, as Howe had told me to do, he was amiably casual. " Wiswell,
eh ? Well, well 1 Yes, yes ! I've been expecting you ! Now see here,
Wiswell, what's the name of that place where all those fellows live
in a swamp ? J>
" Hempstead ? " I asked.   " Massapequa ? "
" Precisely," Cunningham said.   " Never heard such names as